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Saturday, October Eve

A glorious morning after the dark hopeless rain of yesterday.
The land was rejoicing in the sunshine, the jewelled green of the
meadows, the brilliant blue of the Beacons. The river swollen by
yesterday's rain was tumbling and rushing brown and tumultuous
under Hay Bridge and sweeping round the curves below where the
yellowing trees leaned over the brown water hurrying along the
winding shore.

Then to see John Williams the gardener and old Sarah Probert.
As I sat by their fireside old Hannah Jones lighted her pipe, began to
smoke, and told me the tragic story of Mary Meredith's suicide. She
lived at New Barn and a son of Juggy (Joan) Price, Bill Price, lived
close by at Sunny Bank. They went together and he got her with
child. She had a little money of her own in the bank but she could
not draw it out without her brother John's consent for their money
was mixed up together. Mary thought that if she could get her
money her lover would marry her for the sake of the money. But
her brother would not yield to let Mary draw her money. More-
over he and his father were very angry with Mary for being with
child and disgracing them. Whereupon poor Mary seeing no hope
of marriage became melancholy mad. * Often,* she said to Hannah
Jones my informant, 'often I have gone out on moonlight nights and
sat down by the spring and cried for hours, thinking that I would
drown myself in the river.' What a picture. The solitary figure of
the weeping girl sitting by the well in the moonlight. The many
bitter tears shed on many a cold night by the moonlit well.

Then her father died and she grew worse and worse. At last there
came an outbreak. One day she suddenly declared she would do no
more for her brother, left the bacon half salted and the meat was
spoilt. Not long after she was seen walking and 'prancing' about
down by the river on Boatside. But she left the river and in the
evening she was seen 'prancing* about in the Bron. John her brother
went down and brought her up home to New Barn. He suspected
she was up to something, for she asked him to let her little boy who
always slept with her sleep with him that night, and when they
went to bed he locked the front door and put the key in his pocket
forgetting that the backdoor had no fastening but a bolt on the
inside. In the night Mary got up and left the house and was seen by
people who were abroad very early in the morning dodging and